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Per teles Prince oj Tyre. 

This Stag?, the S Hip, vpon whofe Decke, 

Trie Teas toft PerigUs , appeares to /peake. 

Exit Govrer 

Enter Pericles on fhyboord. 

TV.Thc God of this great vafl, rebuke thefefurges . ^ 

Which W3fh both heauen and hcli^and thou^haft thx.E-r />' 
Vpon the Windes command, binde them in Braffe iia J l ib{ j, 
Haaing cald them from the deep?, O fti!l 
Thy deamijg dreadful' thun.lers, daily quench 
Thy nimble fulphcrousflifhjs ; O how L wbortdn ? 

How does my Queuic ? then ftorme vcnomoufly. 

Wilt thou fpeat all thy fd.‘e ? the Sea mans whittle 
Iva whifper in the cares of death, 

Vnheard Ltcbortdi ? Ludm-t, oh! 

Diuincft patroneffe, and my wife , gentle ^ )Cbq- 
Tothofe that cry by night, conuey” thy Deity 
Aboard our dauncing Boat, may fwiic the pangs 
Of my Queenes trauailcs. Now Ltcborid a. 

Enter Lycherid i. 

Lycb. Hecre is nothing too young for fuch a place, 

Who if it had conceit, would di?,as I am like to do .• 

Take in your armes this peece of your dead ^ucene. 

Per, How now Lycboridal 

Lycb. Patience good fit,do not affift the ftorme, 

Heere’s all that is left liuing of your j£?ueenc ; 

A little D 3Ughter,for the fake ofit 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Fer. O you Gods ! 

Why do you make vs Ioue yourgoodjy gifts, 

And f aatch them ftraight away ? ■■ ■- — ? 

• Wchejye b elowjrecall notwhat wegiue.— — «> 

"And therein mayjvle honour with you. 

Lycb. Patience good fir.eucn for this charge. 

Fer. Now milde may be thy life. 

For a more bluftcrous birth had ncuer Babe : 

J^uiet and gentle thy condition; 

For thou ambe mdelit ft welcome to this world. 

That 
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PericlesPrince oftyrl. 

Thatcutr was Princes childe :happy what follow* 
Thou haft as chiding a N atiuity, 

As Fire, Ayre, Water, Earth, and Heauen can make, 
To barold thee from the vvomde : 

Eucn at the fir ft,thy Ioffe is more t hen can 
jhy portage quite, with all thou eanft finoc heere : 
Now the good Gods throw their beftcyes vpon it. 
Enter tree S*j!ers. 
what courage fir ? God fane you. 
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Fer. Courage euough,! do not feare the flaw, 

It hath doHe to me the wortt .-yet for the loue 
Of this peore infant, this frclh new f:a-farcr, 

I would it would be qniet. 

i.S^/.Slack the bolins there ; thou wilt not, wilt thou 1 
Blow and fplit thy felfe. 

iSayl. But fea-rcome, and the brine and dowdy billow 
kiffe the Mo®ne: I care not . 

i5<<;/.Sir,your Qucene muft ouer board. 

The fea workes hie, the winde islowd, . 

And will not lye till the fhip be cleared of the dead. 

Per .That’s your fuperftition. 

i .Pardon vs fir; thi s is a lye with ys at Sea it hath bin ftill ob= 
ferued And we are ftrong in eafterne, t berefore briefly yeeld her. 

Fer. As you thinke mrete/or flic muft ore board ftraight, 

Moft wretched Qucene. 

Lycher.Heerc (he lies fir. 

Per. A tirrible child-bed haft thouhad(my de are) 

No light, to fire, the vnfnendly Elements -he ! ’ n 

Forgot thee vttcrly,nor haue I time 
'w* T o bringthee hallowd to thy graue, but ftraight 
Muft caft thee fcarlely coffind,in oare, 

W here for a Monument vpon thy bones, 

The ayre remaining lampes,thc belching Whale, . 

And humming water moft ore- wfaelme thy corps , 

Lying with Ample ftiels : O Lycborida, 

Bid Nefter bring me SpiceSjlacke and Paper, 

My Casket and my Icwcls T andbin Nicander pyd ■ A 

D * Eoj.ivjtj Jrin*; 
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